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On this day 28 years ago the world lost an incredible musician. Cliff, this one's for you. | think you would dig it. 


Long Beach, CA 
June 1986 


A choked moan escaped my lips. | gripped the side of the amp, my knuckles turning white as | cried out again 
The hotel room was empty except for me and Cliff, who at that moment had his cock buried deep inside my 
ass. Cliff slipped his hand over my mouth in an attempt to quiet me but the hard pounding from behind never 
stopped. 


"Shhh... James, someone might hear us," he whispered. 
"| can't..it..unng, feels so good," | ground the words out. 


Cliff's hand slid down to grip my rock hard length, stroking hard and fast in the same urgent rhythm he 
created from behind. | bit my lips and tasted blood. 


"Come on, Jamie, come for me." 


His breath warmed my ear, making my balls ache with every word he spoke. | usually hated it when he used 


my old pet name, but | was too far gone to give a fuck. 


| grabbed for the damp towel | used in the shower earlier and crammed the big wad of cloth in my mouth, 
stifling a long muffled groan as a powerful orgasm racked through my body. Cliff pounded me good and hard 
through his own climax, his low moan hanging in the air, before collapsing on top of me and threading his 


fingers in my sweaty hair. We stayed like that for a while before Cliff pulled out of me and moved away. 


"Ten bucks says Kirk heard us," he chuckled softly. 


| cleaned myself off with the towel and threw it in his face. "Cheap fucker." 

"Am | getting better or are you just getting louder?" his brow creased. 

"They know man, it don't matter. Gimmie a beer, will ya" 

Cliff grabbed a can of beer from the ice bucket and gave it to me. "Thirsty, huh?" 
"Fucking you is thirsty work," | cracked it open 

"Cause if you want, | could work up a protein shake for you in no time." 

"Heh, think | had enough of your shake for one night." 

Cliff chuckled and put a cassette in the player. ZZ Top's Salt Lick filled the room. 
"Oh, hell yeah!" | exclaimed and let the smooth refrains cool my flushed skin 


Cliff swished his hair back and forth. "/ met a girl with a black cigar, and a salt lick in her hand.. She settled down 
into a quiet room, and she started to strike up the band! 


We talked about how much we were looking forward to having downtime at the end of the month and made 
plans to go camping in the redwood forests during the summer solstice, just the two of us. Cliff had a thing 
about the solstice. We always marked the occasion by going somewhere beautiful and getting high together. 
Last year it was space cakes in Rotterdam and this year we'd do shrooms in the wild. The ultimate dream was 
Stonehenge. Maybe next year we could combine it with Donington and the other summer festivals in Europe. 
Cliff blazed up a joint and glanced at me. 


His eyes were like liquid silk that bound my wrists together in captivity. It was clear to both of us. | was his 


and he was mine and that was it. 


*** 

The sights, smells and sounds of the forest are like nothing else, and as | looked up at the mighty redwoods, 
the last stronghold of the world's tallest trees, | felt in my element. | was born to sleep under their canopy. 
The light that filtered through the leaves filled my senses with something wise and wonderful. IT was awesome. 


"You know some of these trees are over a thousand years old," | said. 


Cliff shoved unused tent pegs into a satchel. "Actually," he lay down and looked up at the redwood canopy, 
"some of them are over two thousand years old. Crazy shit, huh?" 


"Yeah," | inhaled the ethereal mist around us and the dank, golden earth. 


Birds sat chirping in the tree limbs, one flew from its low swinging perch onto another and opened its beak to 


sing a loud, lovely trill 
"Let's shoot that bird" 
Cliff chuckled. 


"What?" | turned to face him and drummed my fingers on his chest. "I'm not kidding man, we'll cook it over a 


fire with the herbs we brought. Nice and slow." 

"We're having stew, remember?" 

"Yeah, so why can't we throw a bird in there?" 

"James... 

"Dude, | don't know what your problem is, but whatever." 

"We're gonna hoark whatever we eat anyway. Let it go." 

| looked at our would-be dinner. "Poor birdy." 

"Exactly. We're having shrooms, man You'll eat what you're given" 

| huffed. "Careful or you might find yourself staring down the barrel of my gun 

"Whatever, biscuit butt. You run your fuckin mouth while | run my business." 

"Your business sucks." 

"And so do you. Really fucking well, | might add" 

"Fuck you." 

"I fuck you too, baby." 

We chuckled. | leaned forward and kissed Cliff, he opened his mouth and tugged me closer to him. Our hips met 
and | groaned at the contact, sliding my tongue forward at the same moment Cliff snaked his arms around my 
waist and fused our bodies together. Cliff's hips rolled into mine, we were both hard and the grinding of our 
cocks almost undid me. It felt so fucking good. Cliff thrust his tongue deeper into my mouth, deepening our kiss 


as his hand slid down to unzip my jeans. | caressed his ass and we both moaned softly, it felt like an achingly 


slow combustion. The bird sang, its chant hanging plaintive and melancholy in the air as we stroked and sucked 


each other off. 


*** 

We ate stew as campfire smoke spiralled up into the patchwork of darkening canopy. | was beginning to feel 
something hypnotic, something narcotic, stirring deep within me. | lay down on the forest floor and tasted an 
earthy sweet undertone of rich maplewood. 

"I'm hoping for revelations," | murmured. 

"l'm just hoping for a good time, man." 

"Yeah, that's why l'm the lyricist.” 

"Golly gee, what's happening to me?" 

| chuckled. "You're channelling your grandpa?" 


He stuck his middle finger in my mouth and | bit it. 


We gazed at the campfire. Sparks flew into the sky and disappeared before they reached the stars above. 
Cliffs face was ethereal, beautiful and flawless as porcelain. 


"Whoa, Jesse James, something's goin’ down" 

"lm feeling it. You gotta puke?" 

"No..it's mellow..it's..beautiful. | don't feel sick at all" 

| took a deep breath. "Oh, man. Think I'm beginning to..fuck. Cliff, its hit me." 
‘I'm so far out | can't remember my face." 

"Let's explore." 

"The woods?" 

"Yeah." 

"Yeaaaah." 


We got up and walked deep into the misty heartland. The dense floor was a cushion beneath my feet and the 


smell of earth and truffles wafted up from under me. | felt overwhelmed by the forest's haunting charm and 


inhaled the combination of scents surrounding me in mystery. We continued on, lost and beguiled by the 
forest's trickery. | paused and reached for a tree, its bark rough and warm beneath my touch. My knees gave 
way and | sank down to a lush carpet of moss, completely enchanted. 

*** 

| woke up with a start. 

Looking around, my eyes registered the carving dunes swishing and swaying in an unforgiving desert tempest, 
spiriting spiced treasures from nomad tents dotted across the landscape. We were in the Sahara. | sensed it. 
The same way | sensed the solstice setting over the equator in a land of eternal sun. | shook James awake and 
told him there was no time to waste, there was much to do in the Saharan slumber. 

"How did we get to Africa?" James rubbed his eyes. 

| shook my head slowly. "Dunno, man. Are we still on tour?" 

"In the Sahara? Oh sure, Cliff. They love metal here.” 

"And so they should," | got up. "Come on" 

"Where's my shotgun?" James scanned our surroundings. 

"You must have left it at camp," | brushed sand off my denims. 

"Great," his jaw clenched. "You just know we'll get eaten up by lions and tigers-" 

"And bears, yeah. Now get your sweet ass off that rock and let's go." 

“All right! Jesus." 

"lm bettin he had a fine ass too." 

Waves of heat rose from the dry terrain and we soon took our shirts off and tied them around our heads. As 
we followed a faint trickle of water along a low mountainous ridge, | was startled by a lone opium poppy rising 
in the vastness, unfurling sweetly to bathe in the sunlit glow. Its innocent charm was instantly arresting and | 


was in powerless awe as more poppies sprouted out of the sand. 


James and | sprawled in the flowerbed and ate the petals. The flowers emanated a veil of gossamer beauty, 


musky and arid with gentle celestial warmth. 


“Ere lads," Tony lommi handed us a couple of ice cold beers. "Blast the fucking flowers." 


My breath hitched. "T..Tony lommi?" 

"When last seen" 

"Alright!" 

"Dude, we worship you!" 

"You could do worse. Now 'oppit, she's waiting.” 

James nodded energetically. "I don't know what that means, but we'll do it!" 

Tony rolled his eyes. "Fucking upstarts. Go on, sod off." 

As we pressed on through the dunes, James walked ahead of me and | admired the way his goldspun locks 
moved over his chiselled back. He shot me a glance and his seriousness faded into something happy. That's my 
James. All of a sudden the desert gave way to grassland. A hawk screeched across the savannah as it circled 
the open sky. 

James stopped dead and held his hand out to stop me from walking any further. 

"What?" 

"Shhh," James waved me over to a narrow opening in the rock face. 

| hooked my chin over his shoulder. "What is it?" 


"Look." 


My eyes scanned the savannah and fell on a lioness crouching quietly in the long grass. Her supple leathery 
pelt twitched slightly as she stalked her prey, a nubile gazelle. 


"Whoa," | gaped. "That's fuckin’ rad." 
"We'll be rad chow if you don't shut the fuck up." 


The lioness dashed through the grassy plain snapping freshly dried stems and collecting flowers on her pelt, 
the loamy dry earth billowing a trail of dust as she made chase. The agility of the gazelle triumphed as it 
darted away over the horizon. The lioness stood defeated in a sunkissed plume of earth, her shadow long in the 


hot dusky sunset. 


And then she looked straight at us. 


"Shit." 
"Don't move," James gritted. "Don't fuckin’ move." 


My vision clouded. The earth moved under my feet and | felt the sky tumbling down. | fell forward onto pulpy 


fat-capped mushrooms that secreted a dark rose-berry juice. 

We were in a steamy forest. Orchids grew up from the trunks of dank woods and oozed a sweet milky sap, the 
scent wafting through the heavy air. | looked at James. His eyes smouldered into mine like lightening blue gems 
that were too wild and too beautiful for this world. | kissed him, slowly, and imagined honey-engorged bees with 
pollen dusted all over their fuzzy bodies. Loving James was joy in the most delicious way. 

| combed my hand through his curls. "Where are we?" 

"In the woods, man. Redwood forests." 

"For real?" 

His brow furrowed. "Where did ya think we were? 

"Shit," | chuckled. "The Sahara. Think I've been tripping. Those blue-caps are lethal." 

James laughed, it was a beautiful rolling sound. | climbed over him and pushed my leg between his spread 
thighs, leaning down to devour his mouth. It didn't take long for me to slide my hand low and find the bulge in 
his jeans. | freed him and reached inside, James was rock hard for me. As always. | deepened our kiss as my 
fingers circled the base of his cock and stroked him in the same rhythm as the kiss. My effort was rewarded 
by a thrust of his hips, jerking forward as a needy moan escaped his lips. 

"You like that, huh?" 

"Yeah..." 

| straddled his thighs and took a good look at James's beautiful cock. It was perfect. A drop of precome formed 
on the tip and my mouth watered at the sight. | wanted to taste James like | needed to breathe, and his cock 
twitched in my hand as if it had read my thoughts. | held James and circled my thumb over the wetness. 

He buckled into me. "Fucking ride me," he hissed. "Do it now." 

"You wanna fuck me, huh?" | stroked him harder. 


"Cliff" 


| grinned and unfastened my jeans. 


A low snarl echoed in the air. 

James and | shot up, our eyes scanning the vicinity. My eyes fell on an old oak tree surrounded by a bed of 
dark wild irises at its gnarled base. It was deathly silent. Even the crickets had stopped chirping. James and | 
exchanged startled looks. 

"Where the fuck is my Remington?" he gritted. 

"You keep asking me that, how the fuck should | know? You don't even have a licence." 


‘Oh, you really wanna argue gun control now? Fuckin’ idiot" 


| gazed around us again, my eyes narrowing at every leaf, every bough, every branch swaying in the cool night 


air. ‘| said you didn't have a licence. | held his hand. "Yet" 

He squeezed it, eyes darting from mine to the treeline. "Cliff" 

ee 

"We're not alone" 

"No shit" 

"Treeline" 

"El diablo?" 

James looked at me. 

We ran like lightning bolts through the dark foliage. The forest engulfed us, adrenalin pouring through our veins 
and sparks flying through to our feet. We raced as white hot panic took over in a brilliant blaze of colours, like 
fire against the misty emerald trees. 

‘HEY! WATCH OUT!" Lars shoved me away and | fell onto the damp earth 

"What?" | tried to catch my breath. 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Kirk scoffed. "Why did you stop?" 


"Oh my God," James croaked, pointing to a rising vapour. "Cliff... 


Eyes glowed red against the dark like two dead planets escaping the abyss. 


"Cliff" 


The thing screeched and opened to wings while the trees shook and shuddered. | fell to my knees and tucked 
into a ball, shielding myself from the terror, cutting off the juicy sound of smacking lips. 


"CLIFF" 

| held my breath as the stench of rotting flesh filled my throat and | screamed. 
* * * 

"cliff 

His eyes fluttered open "James?" 

| gave him a bottle of water. "Drink, man. | think you're running a fever: 
He sat up and brushed hair away from his face. "Where are we?" 

"In the woods, man. Redwood forests. 

"For real?" 

My brow furrowed. "Where did ya think we were? 

"Shit," he drank water. "Think Ive been tripping. Those blue-caps are lethal" 


| laughed and added tea to the pot simmering over the fire. We cooked breakfast and discussed our 


experiences. Soon we would need to drive home, but not now, not yet. 
"Thank you," he said after a while. 

"What for?" 

"Doing shrooms with me. | know its not your thing." 

| shrugged. "Cliff, there isn't anything | wouldn't do for you." 

"| know," he smiled softly. "And you know it's mutual, right?" 


"Heh. Fucking better be." 


His grin widened. "Come here, Jesse James. | wanna see that shotgun of yours." 
‘I'm busy," | dug into the earth with my fingers. 

"Rehousing worms?" 

| smiled and looked at Cliff. "Promise me something." 

"Anything." 

"That you'll never leave the band" 

That you'll never leave me. 

"Don't be silly, I'm not going anywhere." 


| gazed up at the towering redwoods and felt Cliff drop down in the earth beside me. He took my face between 
his palms and captured my mouth in a devastatingly tender kiss. 


The forest spun around us and | lost myself in the depth of emotion pouring through me and into Cliff. | leaned 
my head back, closing my eyes, letting Cliff nibble hungrily along my jaw and down my neck. He reached under 
my shirt and traced the dips and curves of my chest with his fingers before sliding down the front of my 
body. | sucked in my breath when Cliff's fingers skimmed across my hard cock. His other hand moved up to 
my face, knuckles running softly along my cheek and then resting under my chin He used his finger to tip my 


face up, making me look directly at him. 

Cliffs hair shimmered like copper in the soft morning light. "I'll never leave you." 

When he fucked me, rolling his hips and hitting my spot over and over, every single thrust sent electricity 
coursing through my body. It was a sexy sizzling thing, like a lightning strike. Cliff adjusted his position and 
kissed me again, but it wasn't tender this time. Our kiss was a wet and demanding dance of lips, teeth, and 
tongue. | was so close, we both were. My body was on fire. Liquid heat flooded my balls, the pressure growing 


in my spine as Cliff continued to pound into me and nudge against my prostate. 


"James, come for me now," he stroked my cock. "| want to see you lose control.” 

"Fuck..off. Don't tell me what to do. Oh God, fuck!" 

| groaned and tilted my hips up so | could feel every inch and spasm of Cliff's thick cock filling my ass. | 
squeezed my eyes shut against the coming onslaught, gnashed my teeth and ground myself fiercely against 
Cliff with a growl. That ended it for him as well. 


"Oh shit! James! Fucking helll" 


We thrashed as wave after wave of orgasm seized our bodies, my cock shooting milky ribbons in thick spurts 
across my stomach as Cliff pulled my hair and emptied himself inside me. We sucked air into our searing lungs 


and held each other tightly. 

"You..are..." Cliff swallowed thickly. "The most amazing lay ever." 

"You're not too bad yourself.” 

We chuckled happily. 

The solstice sun tore through the shroud of redwood darkness, and | wondered how one single moment can cut 
so deeply into our being while years pass by unnoticed. The shimmering light constellations suspended over the 


forest, and | watched Cliff, my Cliff, my blood, my brother, my love, making everything more beautiful with his 


smile. 


